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And, comes not in, oucr-ruldc by prophecies, 

I feare, the power of Percy is too wcake, 

T o. wage an inftant triiill with the king. 

StrAf, Why, my good Lord, you need not feare, 

TJierc IS Douglas, and Lord Mortimer. 

No, , Mortimer is not there. 

S ir 7d. Butthcrc is Mordake, Vernon, Lord Harry Percy^ 
And there is my Lord of W orcclfcr,and a head 
Of gallant wairiours, noble gentlemen. 

^rch. Andfo there is,buryct the king hathdrawne 
ThelpcdiUheadof all the land together. 

The Pnnee of WaleSjLord lohn of Lancaflcr, 

The noble Wcftmcrland, and warlike Blunt, 

And many mo coriuals and dcarc men 
Of cftimation, and command in ai'iiies. 

SirM, Doubt not,my L.they lhall be well oppos’d. 

I hope no lefl'e,yet, ncedfullt’is to feare. 

And to preuent the word, lit Mighel, fpeed: 

For if Lord Percy thriue not, e’rc the king 
Difmiflc bis power, he mcancs to vifit vs. 

For he hath heard of our confedcracie, 

And,t’isbutwifedome,tomakcftrongagainfthim: 1 /.bv 

Therefore make haftc, I muft goe write againc 
Tootherfriends, and lb farewelijfir Mighel. Extuut. ■ 

Enter the King , Vrime oflFales, Lord Uhn of lAncafter^arlt 
ofW'eftmerland^Sir i^alter Blunt Fdlf 'ulffe. 

King, How bloudily the fumie begins copeare 
Aboue yon busky hill,the day lookes pale 
At his diftemprature. 

7>rin, The Southren wind 
Doth play the trumpet to his purpofes. 

And, by his hollow whiftling in the Icaues. 

Foretels a tempeft and ablullring day. 

King. Then, with the lofers let it (impathixe, 

For nothing canleemefoulctothofctliatwinnc. 

The trumfet foundt. Enter W free per. 

King, How now, my Lord of W ore e fter^t is not wcl« 

That you and I Ihould meet vpon fuch tcarmes 
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A s now we meet. You hauc deceiu’d our tnift, 

And made vs doffc our eafic robes of peace, 

T o crufli our old limmes in vngentic ftcele: 

T Ills is not tvell, my Lord, this is not well. 

VVhat fay you to it? will you againe vnknic 
This clnirlifli knot of all abhorred war? 

A nd moue in that obedient orbe againe. 

Where you did giuc a fairc and naturall lights 
And be no more an exhal’d meteor, 

A prodigic of feare^, and a portent 
Ot broched mifehiefe to the vnbornc times# 

HTcr. Hcarc me, my Lie»c; 

For mine ownc part, I could be well content, 
ToentcrtaincthcLigcndof my life 
With quiet liourcs. For I proteft, 

I hauc not fought the day of this dillike. 

King. You hauc notibught it; how comes it tlien? 

Eat. Rebellion lay in his way, and he foundit. 

Prin, Peace, chewet, peace. 

tl^er. It pleas’d your maiclbie to turnc your lookes 
Of fauour, from my fclt’c,and all our houfc, 

A nd y etl mull remember you, my Lord: 

We were the fii-ftand deareft of your lricnd% 

For you my (laffc of office didl breake 
In Richards time, and pofted day and night 
T o meet you on the way, and ki-lfc y our hand, 
When yctyou were in place and in account 
Nothing follrong and fortunate as I. 

It was my fc Ifo, my brother and his . fonne. 

That brought you home, and boldly did oiitdatc 
Tlic dangers of tlie time. You fworc to vs. 

And yon did IwcarethatothcatDancafter, 

T hat you did nothing purpofe ga inft the Hate, 

Nor claime no ftu-rh er , then y cur new falne right. 
The feat of Gaunt,Dukedomc or Lancaffer: 

T o this, we fworc our aid;but in ffiort/pace 
It raind downe foittinc (lio wring on your head, 

A nd fuch a floud of grcatnelTefcll on you, 



